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little services. This one said Mass in a neighbouring chapel
in the morning, occupied himself with the housekeeping, and
was the very humble servant of madame.
He came to me in the morning and asked me to say he
had paid me three hundred francs for the taffetas if ma-
dame should question me.
cThat is strange advice from one of your cloth,' said I.
'Do you advise me to tell a lie? No; I shall tell her the
truth.'
'You do not know the lady, sir, and you do not know
the ways of the house; however, I will speak to her hus-
band.'
The count was as frightened of his haughty wife as the
poor priest was; and to pander to her vanity, he agreed to
say that he and I had settled for the silk between us.
I was writing letters in my own room when the husband
and wife came up to present to me the friend of the family,
Marchese Triulzi, a man of about my own age, tall and
well made, with pleasant manners. He said that he had
come for the pleasure of meeting me, and also to warm
himself by my fire. 'There is only one fireplace in the
house,' he said, cand that is in your room.'
My valet Clairmont had been unpacking my things, and
had spread them out on two chairs. As all the chairs were
occupied, the marchese drew the stiff little countess to him
and made her sit on his knee like a doll. She blushed, and
tore herself away.
'Old as you are,' she said, 'have you not learned the re-
spect due to a woman like me ? *
'Truly, countess,' he said, 'I do respect you, and so I
could not allow you to stand while I sat!'
He then turned to me, and looking at the clothes, asked
if I was expecting some lady?
'No,' I said; 'but I hope I shall find some one in Milan
worthy of these presents.'
'You had better stay and dine, marchese,' said the count;
'and as you swear by your own cook, send for your dinner/

